SELECTIONS IN ENGLISH POETRY

Or lead his love there when the hot hours chafe
The meadows, busy with a blurring steam;
Or watch, as fades the light,
The gibbous moon grow bright,
Until her magic rays dance in a dream,
And glorify the night.

Where is this bower beside the silver Thames ?

O pool and flowery thickets, hear my vow !

O trees of freshest foliage and straight stems,

No sharer of my secret I allow:
Lest ere I come the while
Strange feet your shades defile;

Or lest the burly oarsman turn his prow
Within your guardian isle.
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